it which flows from under the left arm to the heel of
the right foot, are exceptionally beautiful.

There is a very fine view from the terrace. To-
ward evening it becomes wonderfully romantic.
Far off, the village of Arachova, perched on its high
ridge, bounds the horizon. It is a view closed in by
mountains yet not oppressive; for there is width
between the two ranges, and the large volcanic
slopes are splendidly spacious. Here and there on
these slopes are large wine-colored splashes such as
you see often on the mountains of Syria, and these
splashes give warmth to the scene. Above the Cas~
talian fountain the two peaks of the Phsedriadse, a
thousand feet high, stand up magnificently. Be-
tween them is the famous cleft from which the cold
stream issues, to flow down through the olive-
groves.

When evening falls, follow the winding white
road a little way toward Arachova. From the soft
dusk of the defile that spreads out into the plain of
Krissa the goat-bells still chime melodiously. I have
heard them even very late in the night. The section
of sea that was turquoise now looks like solid silver.
Behind it the mountains, velvety and black, flow
away in delicate shapes. They are dreamlike, but
beyond them rise other ethereal ranges which seem
to you, as you gaze on them, impalpable, fluid al-
most, like a lovely imagination of mountains sum-
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